"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

fellow who is not a rascal. The clever rascals are all for
sale; but the honest dunderheads are the very diwle.

CATHERINE. I wish you were not so clever.

CHARLES. Beloved: you could not do without my
cleverness. That is why you must go back to Portugal
when I am gone.

CATHERINE. But it makes your mind twist about
so. You are so clever that you think you can do without
religion. If only I could win you to the Church I
should die perfectly happy; and so would you.

CHARLES. Well, I promise you I will not die a
Protestant. You must see to that when the hour
strikes for me: the last hour. So my very belovedest
will die happy; and that is all I care about, [Caressing
her] Does that satisfy you?

CATHERINE. If only I could believe it.

CHARLES. You mean I am the king whose word no
man relies on.

CATHERINE. No: you are not that sort of king for
me. But will it be a real conversion? I think you would
turn Turk to please me.

CHARLES. Faith I believe I would. But there is more
in it than that. It is not that I have too little religion
in me for the Church: I have too much, like a queer
fellow I talked with this morning. [The clock strikes
five~\. Odsfish! I have a Council meeting. I must go.
[He throws off his dressing gown]. My boots! What has
become of my boots?

CATHERINE. There are your boots. And wait until
I make you decent.

Whilst he pulls his boots on, she fetches his coat and
valets him into it. He snatches up his hat and stick and
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